22                                                  S.A. Sank
Torrid ears to sounds in vassalage; Ant-hill-heat! Rotund fenestra! Age Cannot close the ovalis. Lord hears And mine eyes impinge on the .ears Of Earth; the hill holes secretly inclose Some acoustic nerve As a meridian curve Half-girding Pritvi, in corniced pose!
Myriad flower-falls. A concentrate
Sound of the downy fall. Auriculate
Flowers open, flip open with a plop
With once more plop to steal and snare, no!
But to whisper in timbre-tone
Pismire-earth-sweat!
The words fume and fret!
Who will beat this drum for His crown!
Drummerless drum adance tapping the air; There is a node triggering from welkin fair One to Five: and in between vortex'd three Grids of inhaled, held, exhaled breath of me Simulating an electric pentode. Silence, polarzing at ends, Sol, selene, Agni as friends, Eclipsing one another as they strode. Slip, earth, clay, mrth, pot, mricchakatika
Memento mori. Birth expires. Calvaria.
My loops and whorls disambiguate the drum;
Search for a dactyl. Terminus ad quern.
This tap is entelechy, a spill to fight   ,
And bank and bear ford's fire this tellure pismire
To salamander me mythically aright.re light and shade diffuse refulgently On pigmented wallface as flame auburn. association of ideas is too rapid, to make sense, except to the creator and his circle. The words seem to gallop like a drunken horse that is riderless. There is a riot of words. One brings out the other by verbal association, by alliterations, rhyme, and assonance as in Anthony Burgess's "Nothing like the Sun" Without meaning to be derogatory, one can say that S.A.S. has outjoyced Joyce himself, in his pursuit along this stream of consciousness in his chase, after his own private Holy Grail.
